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Stuck 

 

When I stepped foot on that field, the sight and smell instantly sent me back 25 years: The fresh cut 

grass, the morning dew, the red clay dirt, the leather glove, the cracking sound of the bat making 

connection with that red stitched rawhide ball, and the Dads busy laying down a fresh line of powdery 

white chalk connecting the bases. When I was a kid I loved the sight of that chalk clouding up and 

dissipating under my left thigh as I slid into 2
nd 

base. Just being at Roosmoor Park on a Saturday morning 

was a comforting blanket of childhood memories. 

 
Today was the day my 5 year old son was going to experience the greatest joy in a boy’s life…baseball. 

Okay, it was T‐ball, but nonetheless, it was the greatest game of all‐time. I couldn’t wait to see him drag 

that bat to home plate and take his first swing in his first game. I was inhaling a deep breath of my 

childhood when my cell phone rang. 

 
“Hi, Babe, where are you?” I asked. 

 
“I just picked up the snacks for after the game and I’m on my way back. I’m on Seal Beach Boulevard 

right now in front of Leisure World, so I’ll see you in a minute,” my wife said. “Did you feed Devon 

breakfast?” 

 
I quickly hung up not answering the question because I indeed forgot to feed Devon breakfast. 

“Dad, who was that?” Devon asked. 

“Mom. She’s on her way with the snacks.” 

 
“I’m not going to play unless she’s here,” Devon frowned as he stomped to the outfield. 

 
Maybe he’ll forget he said that. Devon’s not a morning person and if he’s hungry he’s even worse. He 

was reluctant to play baseball in the first place. His grandpa talked him into giving it a try with a little 

helpful bribe of a brand new bat he bought for him. 

 
It was game time and the boys ran to the dugout and squished together on the narrow aluminum bench. 

The coaches tried to suppress all the giggling and wiggling with a pep talk about having fun and 

remembering what they learned in practice. 

 
“Dad, where’s mom?” Devon whispered. 

“She’ll be here. Just focus on the game, son.” 

“I’m not going to play if she’s not here,” Devon pouted as he glared at me and swung his legs kicking the 

leg of the bench. 

 
Oh, no! It’s the perfect storm. 

“Hi. Where are you?” I asked. 



“I’m about 20 yards past Leisure World!” she yelled. “This stupid line of cars to go through the 

construction on the freeway bridge is not moving!” 

 
“Devon is in one of those moods! He’s saying he’s not going to play unless you’re here. You need to get 

here fast. The game is starting,” I pleaded. 

 
“Did you feed him breakfast?” she asked in a knowing tone. 

 
“I’m losing the connection…having trouble hearing you…just get here fast.” 

 
I quickly ran to the stands where our team’s moms sat. Luckily Devon was toward the bottom of the line 

up so I had a little time. 

 
“Do any of you have any granola bars or something on you? I forgot to feed Devon breakfast and he’s 

starting to melt down.” 

 
They rifled through their purses and came up empty. I ran back on the field in front of the dugout and 

watched Devon as he slumped down, glaring at me, with his lower lip clasped around his upper lip. 

 
“Hi. Where are you?” I asked. 

 
“I’m still about 5 cars from the light at the start of the bridge,” she shrieked. 

“What! The first four batters have already gone! It’s been 20 minutes!” 

“There’s nothing I can do! I’m stuck!” she yelled. “Did you feed Devon breakfast?” 

“I’ve got to go! The umpire just fell down!” 

I quickly hung up again and ran to the stands of the opposing team and asked those moms if they had 

any snacks, explaining my case. They all rifled through their purses and apologetically had nothing to 

offer. The opposing team’s first three batters were done and we were up again. 

 
“Hi. Where are you?” I asked. 

 
“I’m barely across the first light, stuck on the bridge! You’re stressing me out continuously calling me! 

Did you feed Devon breakfast?” she screeched. 

 
“I’ve got to go. Devon needs help tying his shoes.” 

 
My stomach was in knots as I briskly paced on the field. Then I spotted him. A teenager on a skateboard 

unwrapping a breakfast sandwich from McDonalds. I ran towards him like a lunatic and yelled, “Stop!” 

He froze with the sandwich halfway to his mouth. 

 
“How much did you pay for that sandwich,” I asked. 

“A buck eighty four,” he answered. 



“I’ll give you twenty dollars for it!” 

“Seriously?” He gleamed. “Take it!” 

I slapped a 20 dollar bill in his palm, grabbed the sandwich and ran. I delivered it to Devon on the bench. 

 
“It has that gross cheese sauce on it. I hate that.” 

“Eat it!” I demanded. “I paid a fortune for that!” 

“Why? They’re only 2 bucks at McDonalds?” 

“Eat it! Please!” 

 
Three more of our batters quickly took their turn at bat and it was once again the opposing team’s turn. I 

was no longer enjoying the smell of the field, or even the excitement of seeing my son’s first game. I 

was just praying he was going to mellow out and walk to the batter’s box and take a swing. 

 
“Hi. Where are you?” 

 
“I’m here you maniac! I just parked the car. Cal Trans had to be smoking crack when they came up with 

this plan for traffic during the widening of that bridge! Did you feed Devon breakfast?” 

 
“Yes. He had a nice warm breakfast sandwich,” I gloated. 

 
I watched my wife sit down and I whispered through the chain link fence to Devon that mom was sitting 

in the stands. 

 
“Okay, but I still can’t go up to bat,” he announced. “ You forgot my special bat that grandpa bought 

me.” 


